*    The Sleeve    *

Yazathingyan felt their prying eyes, their mocking
spirit. Instinctively hiding his rage and mortification,
he said mildly to Thihathu: "The prince must forgive
me if I failed to see that he desired to pass/

Thihathu had been sobered by his very act. When he
saw the red stain he knew that he had committed an
unpardonablft indiscretion. At the tone of the minister's
voice he shuddered; the restraint of it was dreadful.
But as what he had done could not be undone, he
sought to revive the indignation which had given him
his courage, and pushed roughly out of the hall. The
mandarins shrank from him, knowing it was dangerous
to have seen the Chief Minister's humiliation, and slunk
away and dispersed into the town* Yazathingyan was
left in the empty room with his minions.

When he was alone, an inward paroxysm seized him.
He seemed to see the lacquered pillars on all sides
twisting, to see them writhing in motion like the trunks
of elephants. But this pressure became eased and he
said harshly to his servants:

"Bring me a chest!'

When one was brought, he took off his court dress
and placed it in the chest, looking the while intently at
the sleeve, where the splash of betel redly showed. Then
he straightened himself and faced his men. They did
not know his object in placing the robe in the chest,
but he had an air of menace as he did so. Putting on a
fresh robe, he signed to them to shoulder the box and
follow him to his residence.

That the heir-apparent had spat on the Chief Minister
was rumoured at once through the whole palace-city.
There was laughter in the bazaar. Old women, shout-
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